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M. P. Coady

Norman J. Altman

Pitkin's Provision Store
"Everything to Eat"

Altman • Coady Company
Builders
Columbus, Ohio

1805 Cole Street
Fairfax 0967

THE COLLEGE SHOP
Every Need for the College Man
Quality Products Only

HECKLER'S

Builders of
Shaffer Pool

MT. VERNON'S METROPOLITAN

Alumni House

2 - DRUG STORES » 2

New Psi Upsilon Lodge

W. P>. BROWN

Quality Workmanship from

Jeweler

a Reliable Company

102 S. Main Street

Steadily Pleasing Kenyon Men

J AMMERON'S
For Cleaning, Pressing and Repairing
in Gambier

SOUTHWORTH
TYPEWRITER PAPER
&

R. V. HEADINGTON
Super Service Station

mzw

LINCO

Dependable Linco Products
Goodrich Silvertowns
Chek-Chart Lubrication Service

u

A grade and weight
of paper for every
need.

SOUTHWORTH
EXECUTIVE STATIONERY
Specially designed for fraternity stationery
and personal use.

The Manufacturing Printers Co.
18 N. Main St.

720 Phone

Carried in stock by

KENYON COLLEGE SHOP
Manufactured by

The Isaly Dairy Store
Luncheon and Fountain Service
The Rest in Dairy Foods

West Springfield,
Massachusetts

CORRESPONDENCE
This department is reserved for the use of all Hika readers.
Correspondence on any subject concerning Kenyan will
be appreciated. We unll not assume responsibility for or
necessarily agree ivith statements made in this department.

A.

fcV
In reply to inquiry concerning a stu
dent duel of many years ago, the chal
lenge for which is printed below, the
following letter was received:
Kenyon, College, Gambier, Ohio.
MR. R. DYER AND GREENSLADE;:
We the undersigned challenge you to
meet us at the time, place, and with the
weapons of your choice and with your
seconds, for the settlement of our late
insult from you.
By courtesy your humble servants,
T. A. THAYER AND SECOND.
C. H. LINNELE AND SECOND.
SIR:
The matter to which you refer turned
out to be a joke but ... as I get an inquiry
about it every few years, I shall answer
it fully in order to settle the matter for
all time.
The people mentioned in the letter, to
gether with several others, were members
of a boarding club of which I was the
president. Thayer and Linnell raised a
disturbance at dinner one day and I, as
president, had to call them down. They
felt offended and a wordy war followed
which lasted for a day or so. Then Greenslade, my roommate, and I received the
challenge. We were not certain whether
they were in earnest or not, so to settle
the matter, we took it to the president of
the college (Tappan). He was inclined
to treat it as a joke and advised us to
choose him and one of the professors as
seconds, which we did. That was the last
of it. It proved to be the work of "Tul"
Thayer, who did it to point out the ri
diculousness of the whole situation and to
put everyone in a good humor again. It
certainly had the desired effect.
Thayer was a likable fellow. One of
the best that ever attended Kenyon. Soon
after this episode he was stricken with
menengitis, and while convalescing he
was visiting Greenslade. While there he
died very suddenly.
Sincerely,

DEAR SIR :
It has been interesting to me to note
the scarcity of essays and expository ar
ticles in your magazine. Since my day
there has been an apparent reversal of
literary inclinations in college students.
I can not say whether you are fleeing
pedantry, which might be the name
given our youthful, wooden writings, or
whether you have not the superficial
background we had to put up a learned
front. Your magazine seems limited to
stories, which, thank God, sir, in your
letter to me you have not presumed to
be above reproach.
I assume that you do not use the essays
and more dessicate attempts of your con
tributors more because there are none
than because of any prejudice of your
own. Although I am amused now at the
masterpieces of my college friends and
myself, the emptiness of which we filled
with fine words and exquisite phrases,
believing them no less worthy for that
reason, I admire their hypocrisy, which
at least demonstrated a desire for a
deeper and broader knowledge. There is
a virtue in hypocrisy in its concealment
of a shame, which students of today too
often lack. Our hypocrisy was a mold
into which we poured the tempered metal
of our later knowledge; it was the form
of our now fuller understanding. The

IN MAY HIKA . .

THREE CUNNING
MONKS
a tale of misfortune
and evil trickery.

Yours very truly,
FRANCIS CORDINI,
Passaic, N. J.

DEAR SIR:
Concerning profanity, you have my
agreement and sympathy. Cuss words,
judiciously used or not, in your writings
will chill certain people always. And then
too, you are, I imagine, subject to criti
cism by authority if you slip. That is the
misfortune of a college publication, which
must, whether it use profanity to advan
tage or not, be censured for outraging
sensitive persons.
True, the use of profanity by most
young writers is a weakness, usually a
relaxation and a slovenly expression of
an emotion better exposed by gentler and
more dignified terms. Sensationalism is
its usual purpose, and it falls miserably
flat. But there are legitimate uses of it,
too, and when narrowmindedness re
strains that, it is indeed too bad.
I understand your predicament and yet
if you shy from it I will not admire you
for it. As you have used your "hell"
and "Christ" (and I am a good church
man) in "A Man's Estate for Alfred,"
there is, I think, no alternative. The end
truly justifies the means, and to weaken
it with the ordinary and, I might say,
false-faced substitution of exclamation
marks or dashes would be poorly done and
inexcusa.ble. I can laugh at anyone who
denies your justification.
Frankly, the story will lose immeasur
ably if it is changed.
Sincerely yours,
ARTHUR MAIS,
Literary Digest.

R. DYER.

DAN EMMETT GRILL
CURTIS HOTEL

FINEST

aimless path of learning, which the lack
cf it in youthful writing indicates to me,
is regrettable.
I have little faith in the precept of
modern writers that permits them to
write only of the things they know, and
decries the fanciful. There is an art to
conjecture, which I hope you have per
ceived, and to seduce it by shaming youth
ful presumptions is to cultivate erudition
poorly.
If you see the responsibility of your
position, which is to foster any creative
effort, literary or otherwise, I hope you
will not be diverted from the appreciation
of heavier and deeper expressions of your
contributors by the mere lightheadedness
of your readers' fancy.

FOODS — FINEST

DRINKS

BREAKFAST—LUNCHEON—DINNER

Mueller Studio
Constantly Serving
Kenyon

LIQUOR—WINE—BEE R
Cocktail Hour 5 to 6—All Cocktails 20c

NEWARK, OHIO

during that time
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IF HE'S LUCKY, A MILLION MEN WILL DIE!
He

JJE WAS lop man in his
class when he gradu

for infantile paralysis,

ated from college.

from agony, and heartbreak,

It was

predicted he'd have an ex
ceptionally brilliant career.
And here he is, on the

might have saved millions

the world

couldn't

spare him for that,

He's

way to fulfilling those pre

needed to make poison gas.

dictions. Do you know how?

If he succeeds, a million or

By working on the develop

more men will die horribly

ment of a more deadly and

when the next war comes.

inhuman poison gas!

Death will have the

world's history, this hand-

greatest picnic of all time ...

ful has had things entirely

. . . when and if the next
war comes. Will it? That's

and twisted limbs.
But

sweet.

of the world. You'll have to
fight hard to preserve peace.
You'll have to keep your
wits about you in order to
resist extremely clever ap
peals to your emotions, and

He might have been the

will zoom over cities and

extremely ingenious propa

scientist destined to find the

towns, and children will fall

ganda. You'll have to throw

cure for cancer.

He might

down strangling from one

the weight of aroused public

have held the key to the

breath of air that a second

opinion against the handful

discovery of

ago had

who want war. So far, in the

preventive

been

clean

and

And in the

largely up to you—you and
all the other decent people

Behind the lines, planes

a

its own way.
future ? ? ?

WHAT YOU CAN DO
ABOUT IT . . .
World Peaceways is a non
profit agency the purpose of
which is to solidify the desire
most people have to abolish
the whole silly business of
war.
We feel that intelligent ef
forts can and must be made
against war and toward a se
cure peace. If you think so
too, tve invite you to write to
World Peaceways, 103 Park
Avenue, New York.
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Take Care

T

HE world has taken what it calls an "enlight
ened" attitude toward sex. It is now deter
mined, almost viciously, to call a spade a
spade, and more and more openly assumes a con
temptuous opposition toward old concealments and
hypocrisies. Our magazines and newspapers carry
effective, yet often affected and spectacular, exposi
tions of old unmentionables that serve to make
the subject ridiculous rather than to present it in a
dignified, reasonable light.
This reaction to former taboos is extreme, as might
be expected, but the expecta
tion of extremes does not
amuse them. To look at a
problem squarely is good,
but to flagrantly undress it
is not. There is a modesty
even to scientific enlighten
Ament. Here is a problem
with which a too-easy famili
arity truly breeds contempt,
a flexible morality.

Slack
A swarm of anonymous
writers has been at work
these spring days, sneaking
its works under the door of
HIKA'S office, then beating it unnoticed. This is not
unnatural, for its stories and poems are of love, the
deleterious effects of it, the ennobling urge of it,
the unrequital of it, and in one case the hell of it.
This same thing happened last year, and of course
the often drivelling sentiment of these manuscripts
prevented their use. They have lain on file for a year
now and are being augmented weekly. The authors
continue to hide behind pseudonyms such as "A
Student," "Horse Greeley," "Ekaseman," the latter
of which is a simple device; as you can see, the re
verse spelling of "namesakE." This concealment of
origin lends a furtive air to a manuscript that we do
not like, since it looks as though people were ashamed
of what they have done and want us to take the blame.
However, the writers have our deep sympathy,
April, 1987

because from what they have written their emotional
state is indeed pitiable, in some cases very plainly
needing some relief more satisfying than mere com
position, for they confess time after time their ina
bility to transmit their feelings to paper. This is
unfortunate, because otherwise they might have
written something besides confessions.
It requires excessive bravery and brass to admit
affection at Kenyon, for people are quick to smile and
say, "Poor old So-and-So." The writers back of these
papers are only half the men they have to be for
their purposes.
On the other hand, essayists who might well be
contributing cold, hard trea
tises or essays to us have
folded up, every one. Spring,
it seems, is not kind to
the essayist, who finds his
brain, addled by the shouts
of his comrades at play,
shooting off onto tangents,
so that he gnashes his teeth
despairingly and gives up.
We can merely condemn this
to ourself and wish for an
early winter, when glandu
lar and hormone disturb
ances will have ceased and
people will become reason
able again.

Upturn
A bright indication that seems to deny the Decline
of the Male is this tale told by an English instructor
of a coeducational institution:
A coed had from the beginning been having a devil
of a time in her English class, being apparently over
whelmed and defeated by the grammar of the lan
guage, so that she was called before her instructor for
questioning, possibly to straighten her out. She was
asked, first of all, her purpose in coming to college.
Her reply is vouched for despite its form :
"I come to college to get went with, but I ain't been
yet."
Thus again we are presented with the impregnable
character of Kenyon College, which is free of this
5

elsewhere-prevalent menace. How poorly this is ap
preciated is demonstrated by the May dance, which,
0 wonderful, is near.

Dance Committee
Russel Gruber, chairman of the dance committee,
has made the best and most characteristically dance
committee statement concerning the orchestra for
the dance ever made, certainly.
"Well, it looks like either Paul Whiteman or Mon
tana Meeche."

Economy
The Germans, who certainly know how to face
facts with resignation and brevity of comment, have
a word "miihe," which means both "labor" and
trouble."

Collector
One day a student entered Middle Hannah looking
for Sad Sam Gray and, not finding him, dropped into
a room to inquire. A figure bent over a desk upon
which were stacked heaps of pennies.
"I collect pennies—do you?" this figure asked
bluntly.
"No, I don't think so."
This figure seemed to fear interruption and went
on by way of explaining his miserly activity.
"You see, I sort them according to dates. It is very
interesting."
The student inquired if these coins were collected
for their numismatic worth or merely their age.
The figure was philosophic about it.
"There's a penny's worth of copper in every cent,
they say."
The student nodded assent to this and inspired
confidence. The figure edged up to him and said,
"I collect Walter Raleigh coupons, too." Then with
a disappointed air, "There is a fellow over in Middle
Leonard who has three thousand of them. He wrote
in to the factory because there aren't any prizes that
go that high. They only have little things that you
can get up to five hundred coupons. He says that they
are going to put out something bigger for him. That
will be nice. I don't suppose that that will touch
many people though."
"No, I guess not," said the student.

No!
Such a reputation has Kenyon that a prospective
student asked an alumnus if it were true that we
wore tuxedos at dinner. This was merely a vestige
of '29 superstition, we thought, and laughed at it.
But since then we have met that prospective student
6

and have been amazed, He also thought each one of
us had his own special negro to shine his shoes, as it
is said of Washington and Lee down in Lexington.
Boy, wait till he gets here!

Sales Force
The most insistent salesmen in the world come
from Mt. Vernon, or things do not turn out as they
portend. At such an early age do Mt. Vernon young
sters acquire persistence and powers of argument
that they cannot, it seems, fail to become prodigies
of persuasion later on, for they come mighty close to
it now. Consider the three boys on the corner of
Gambier Street who sell the Republican News. They
are at the oldest not over nine or ten years of age.
A friend tells of his experience:
He stood on the corner one day waiting for a ride.
He was approached shortly by the smallest of these
boys, who had a dirty face.
"Republican, mister?"
"No, thanks, buddy."
"Commawn, it's on'y two cents."
"Haven't got two cents."
"Change yer nickel?"
"No, I don't want a paper."
"Aw, commawn, on'y two cents, mister."
"Scram, kid."
"Aw right, you !!!!!!!
This kid was not over seven or eight years old.
Our friend was scandalized a little, because, he says,
he was rather meek in his younger days and never on
any occasion sassy to his elders. He was always
ashamed when anyone he was with went "Yaaah" at
somebody, and determined then never to do unbe
coming things like that.
Our friend stood around a while longer, since no
ride showed up. He watched the smallest kid sidle
up to the largest, who was about ten, and whisper to
him. Soon the oldest approached him.
"Republican, mister?"
"No, thanks."
"Don't be wet."
Evidently this one hoped to reach our friend's
heart with a little Kenyon dialect.
"Beat it. Gowawn."
"Geez, on'y two cents. You got two cents."
"Listen, sonny, I don't want a paper, see?"
Our friend started to move away, but the kid held
onto his arm. A gentle, unassertive man stood
nearby, ostentatiously fumbling in his pocket, but
the kid ignored him.
"Aw right, you !!!!!! H* H* H* • . Don't buy any."
Our friend's indignation having been aroused, he
would not have bought a paper for three cents, let
alone two. He got a ride then, but the situation still
rankled, and he says he would have given anything
to have whaled the pants off the little !!!!!! *****.
* * * * * 9f

H i K A for

A Man's Estate For Alfred
By David W. Jasper

A

LFRED prepared for college by selecting cer
tain premeditated, square-cornered opinions
he would assume, a carefully prearranged,
receptive attitude he would take toward new friends,
and a determination, in spite of misgivings, that he
was better than the next man. This plot for char
acter was in part his own, in part his father's, but he
believed it was all his own. Months prior to his
departure his father had on timely occasions deliv
ered a series of personal and remonstrative lectures,
which, because of their insistent regularity, Alfred
had jokingly given serial numbers such as "2B, on
forming a broad foundation," "3D, on the necessity
of a first good impression," and while he thought be
took them lightly, was very much affected by the
very evident gravity
of their purpose. Al
though he believed he
was laughing at it,
the suggestion that
his father did not
)
have confidence in
him was distasteful,
and therefore re
sented.
And so, although
he hid them from his
father, he adopted
a number of college
poses, some of which
were endorsed by his
own experience and
others recommended
by the actions of his
friends, who were
also preparing for college. He took to wearing his
coat collar turned up, he affected a hat around the
house, and in addition his speech took on a sort of
drawl intended to suggest a mature, noncommittal
gravity. His father, however, observed some of this
from behind his newspaper, and it may not be said
whether he smiled or not. His friends chose to ignore
these collegiate manifestations for they were doing
the same things themselves, and it is not well to ex
amine personal actions too objectively, since it makes
one self-conscious. Yet they were all determined
not to be self-conscious and therefore may have
escaped it.
He deliberately disregarded his father's advice
concerning the advantage of good appearance, but
nevertheless tried to discover in the mirror for con
siderable lengths of time what poses were best suited

/•)

(6
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to his complex personality, At length he found that
by sleeping on his right side he could encourage a
handsome wave in the hair over his right temple, and
he did so, explaining to himself that his appearance
was improved. His unpresuming beard disheartened
him somewhat, and had he not known that no tonic
save time would bring increase, would have taken
measures to foster it. At any rate he advised his
barber to merely trim his sideburns which, if longer,
he believed would give him a certain air.
He admitted a great attachment to his parents, and
under compulsion, to his sister, although he would
rather have seemed to condone her, since she was
younger and impertinent. He was accustomed to
embrace his father and even to kiss him on occasion,
which is unusual in
boys attempting man
hood. He admired his
mother, and although
he received her less
into his confidence,
tried to make up for
that by more fre
quent, but also more
reserved,evidences of
affection. With his
*
sister he was diplo
matic. Yet with all
this he was not fully
J
aware of his attach
ment to his home,
its neatness and regu
lation, all those dif
ferences that made
it particularly his
own, and described himself as "being used to the old
dump."
On the Sunday morning he was to leave for college
the entire family rose with him, even the maid, who
made a fine last family breakfast and placed her red
dened hands on her broad Swedish hips while she
admired his new suit, although it was but 6 o'clock.
His voice hoarse from sleep and with the pattern of
a wrinkled sheet engraved on his cheek, Alfred's
father repeatedly made remarks like "Well, this is
the end of our boy," and "He'll be a man from now
on, eh?" while his mother kept urging him to eat
more in order to avoid buying a large meal on the
train, which would be expensive. Alternately she
called to the maid concerning the noon meal, or told
his father to put down his paper and talk to Alfred,
since he would be away so long.
7

Because he was still but half awake Alfred did not
mind this confusion, and for that reason also did not
yet experience a sinking in his stomach that usually
preceded an adventure as momentous as this. He
said very little, and his mother asked him innumer
able questions about what he had forgotten to pack,
which she immediately answered upon remembering
that she had taken care of it herself.
Alfred had been warned against smoking, and
drinking and subversive companions by both his
mother and father. His mother had fussed with him
about running bareheaded, going without underwear
shirts, and manners. His father had spoken to him,
especially emphasizing wariness toward "bad good
women." To all this he had replied with a conscien
tious look in his eye, while to himself he resented the
obtuseness of his parents who could not see how well
able he was to see these things for himself. His
sister, with final impertinence, remarked that she bet
he better not fall in love and not study the way he did
with Betty Jane Meyers down the street.
And so they all drove downtown to the station,
where his father gave him money for his ticket, since,
in a loud voice, he was grown up now. Alfred neither
turned up his coat-collar nor wore his hat on the back
of his head on this occasion because he felt somehow
that it would be a little too flagrant, and considering
the lectures of his parents, might indicate that he
already strayed from the chalkline in a minor but
portentous way.
Alfred was on the train and moving before he felt
the emptiness of being alone for the first time. He
arranged his suitcases under the seat and took up a
magazine provided by his mother. He sat down to
explore himself further and speculate about college.
He experienced several depressions and periods of
high confidence, all of which were marked by the
orthodox of rakish angle of his hat. He ate in the
diner, which was expensive, as his mother had said
it would be.
He stepped from the train, took up his suitcases
and felt quite alone. But he knew where to go and
presented himself to a venerable, bespectacled gentle
man, who kept lighting a pipe. Having been directed
to his room he found his way there, dropped his suit
cases upon the floor, pushed back his hat and said
"Oh" upon seeing how small the space was. Then he
sat down at his desk, wrote a postal card to his
mother, and went out to look things over.
He found himself, in time, walking beside a fellow
who had a beard, and therefore, he thought, must be
an upperclassman. They ignored each other for sev
eral paces, and then this fellow said disinterestedly,
"Going to the restaurant?"
"Well, I don't know. Might as well, I guess," said
Alfred.
They walked on together and soon discovered that
8

both had thought the other was an upperclassman.
This encouraged them. This fellow was "Bill" and
told marvelous tales in connection with any subject
Alfred could bring up. Alfred bought a package of
cigarettes on impulse and because he thought it
added years to his manner somehow. However, he
did not smoke many because his tongue seemed to
become coated.
In this way he made his first friend, but within
the week hardly spoke to him because two persuasive
persons called "Squeaks" and "Jim" explained that
Bill was kind of queer and did not know the score.
He was admirable by reason of the number and vol
ume of his letters to his parents, in which he gave
extraordinary accounts of his popularity and accom
plishments, for which there had been neither time
nor opportunity as yet. Certain of his premeditated
opinions had flown from him with the first smoke he
had inhaled from a cigarette. Hitherto uncultivated,
he discovered in himself an agile, vast imagination,
invaluable to collegiate conversation if unhampered
by restraining veracity. Also, he found that by smil
ing he was able to charm the more impressionable of
his fellows, just as the gladhanding and superior airs
of others charmed him. Recalling his promises, he
determined to study hard but soon gave that up in
preference to prolonged bull sessions and aimless
conversation, justifying his seduction with the con
venient aphorism : "college is only valuable so far as
it provides social contacts necessary later." Several
times over he switched allegiances among possible
friends, for it turned out that you could not tell about
some of these fellows right off, and sometimes they
were not such good gents as they seemed at first.
Some of them smiled and smiled and still were vil
lains he found, upon learning enough Shakespeare
to quote. There were other students Alfred called
"rats" because he looked down on them, and others
he called "white men" because they dominated him or
called him a "white man" too. He adopted certain
prejudices that were expected to elevate him to a
moral aristocracy; made pacts to remain a bachelor
while he wrote fine, devoted letters to Betty Jane
Meyers, who replied in abandoned, blushing phrases
and two-timed him.
Alfred ceased to raise his hand in classes when he
learned the name traditionally given to any student
so despicable as to have interest in classwork or be
trayed some knowledge to the professor. And rightly
too, for who knows better than all the students what
one student shall do? His professors were uncertain
about him for he was very distant in his contacts
with them, but they understood what affected him so,
since it happened to most students. He regarded his
professors impersonally, calling them "old letter
heads," "buzzards," "fogies," "beards," and worse as
the provocation warranted, and finally adopted the
precept of most students: "get by with nothing if you
(Continued on page 22)

H I K A for

Cunning Maid
(t "m
RS. BYER nags me crazy," said Mabel to
VI Anna, Mrs. Seigel's maid from next door.
"She can find more things wrong!"
Mabel pouted in exasperation as she picked
strands of cabbage and green beans, residue of her
dishwashing, from the strainer in the kitchen sink.
She told Anna how Mrs. Byer would follow her
around when she was cleaning and make her do
things over; dust the tops of the door frames which
nobody could see anyhow, and dust under the scarfs
of the endtables, which Mabel knew did not pick up
dirt fast enough to be gone over every day.
"I declare," Mrs. Byer said to Mrs. Seigel, whose
maid, Anna, had reported to her everything Mabel
said about Mrs. Byer, "that girl just doesn't seem to
understand. I would get rid of her just like that,
but it's so much trouble and bother to break in an
other girl I can't bear the inconvenience."
Then Mrs. Seigel told her maid that Mrs. Byer
was about to dismiss Mabel, and Anna
was at the Byer's back door in ten
minutes, whispering hoarsely to Mabel,
who was at the other end of the kitchen
on her knees scrubbing the floor. Anna
squinted through the screen door.
"Mabel? Mabel, you know what Mrs.
Seigel just said? You was going to be
fired next week!"
Mabel got up to her knees and
pushed back her damp, auburn hair,
which hung over her eyes.
"Who said that? Mrs. Seigel don't know."
"She sure does know too. Mrs. Byer told her.
What you going to do, Mabel?"
Mabel got to her feet by pushing up with one red
hand. She went to the door holding her scrub brush
on her hip, straightening her hair with the other.
"She say who else she was going to get?"
Mrs. Seigel's maid thought a moment.
"Gee, I dunnow, Mabel. She didn't say that. She
was fixing up for town. Anyway, I don't remember
all she said. I better get back, my beans are sim
mering."
"Yeah. Thanks."
"Okay, Mabel."
Mrs. Seigel's maid went back to her beans and
Mabel to her scrubbing, but she stopped now and
then in thought. She would scrub furiously for a
moment and mumble to herself.
"Fire me! She's got a nerve all right, I never
worked for such a mean woman. What she expect
anyhow?"
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Mrs. Seigel was in her kitchen pulling on her
black gloves and emitting an aura of perfume when
her maid entered through the back door, not seeing
her.
"Anna, these beans are boiled enough. Put them
in the refrigerator to cool and make up the dressing
about five o'clock. I'll be back then and fix the salad
myself."
"Yessum," said Anna, a little surprised and won
dering if Mrs. Seigel had seen her at the Byer's back
door.
Anna removed the pan from the stove and
strained off some of the water. When she had put
the beans in the icebox she hastened back to Mrs.
Byer's kitchen, where Mabel was putting away her
mop and bucket after scrubbing the floor.
"Come on in. The old shillalah's gone out too.
You making green bean salad tonight? I heard her
talking clear over here."
"That's easy. You got that window
right next to our kitchen there, She
don't talk so loud."
Mabel was angered by this show of
loyalty.
"Yes she does too. I hear her all the
time ordering you around."
"She don't order me much. She lets
me do like I want to most of the time.
On'y some times when people come she
shows off some and makes me wear a
dinky little hat. She calls me Annabelle then."
"Don't they make you mad though, the way they
show off?"
"No, it ain't too bad. She ain't mean about it."
"Well, it sure makes me. On'y Mr. Byer is so
nice he don't make the job so bad."
Mabel began to peel potatoes, with a bowl for her
parings held between her knees on the chair. She
dropped the clean spuds in a crock of water on the
table beside her. Anna took a seat at the end of the
porcelain table, while she tapped on the porcelain
top with a match.
"What you going to do when you leave?"
"Oh, there are plenty of jobs better than this."
Anna was dubious.
"Gee, I ain't so sure Mabel. Mary Johnson, she
used to work for Andrews' at the corner, she got her
name in at the agency two weeks ago and ain't
found a job yet."
"Well, I got something waiting for me any time I
want it."
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This was a lie, but Mabel was proud.
"You mean you got another job? Where?
"Oh, out of town. In Janesville."
"Gee, that's kind of far. I'll be sorry to see you
go, Mabel."
"Well, I ain't gone yet. I might even pick up
something better here even. Mary Johnson is dumb.
She can't tell. Anything is better than working for
this old hooligan. Anna," she said, stopping her
peeling and looking at her friend, "I could tell you
plenty of things about her would make a person
sick."
"What does she do?"
"Oh, one thing, she bought a dress with the
grocery money Mr. Byer gave her and she ain't told
him yet. I seen her do it, and I got the grocery bill
in my pocket now."
"Well, have you ever!"
"Oh, there's other things too I know. If she gets
me mad I'll tell her something. I bet she's afraid to
fire. I'll just bet she is."
Mabel stopped peeling and looked straight ahead
as she realized what she had said.
"Yes sir, I'll bet she is."
"Gee, what you going to do, Mabel?"
"Never you mind what I'm going to do, but you
wait. Just you wait." Mabel laughed knowingly and
nodded her head. "Just you wait."
Mr. Byer came home at 5:30, picked up the eve
ning paper from the front porch, and sat down in
his easy chair in the living room to wait for supper.
Mrs. Byer, cleaning up washbowl in the bathroom
upstairs, plastered her wet handkerchiefs against
the mirror to dry and greeted her husband when she
heard him come in.
"Yoohoo, darling, is that you?"
"Yes, it's me, Helen. A little early tonight. How
are you, dear?"
"I'll be down in a minute, Henry. Supper is al
most ready."
Mrs. Byer descended the stairs, kissed her hus
band peckishly, and went into the kitchen to super
intend dinner. Mabel was fussing at the stove with
a steaming pan, handling it with a dish towel
wrapped around the handle to keep from burning
herself. Perspiration wet her red face. She frowned
and squinted into the steam, and turned her face
away from the heat.
"How much have got done, Mabel?" asked Mrs.
Byer. "Oh heavens, girl, are you using a dishtowel
on that hot pan? Here, give me that. What is the
matter with you, girl? You're so stupid."
"Oh, all right. Take it yourself then."
Mrs. Byer stood bolt upright. Mabel's country
jaw was set and she wiped perspiration from her
cheek with the back of her hand.
"What do you mean, speaking to me that way?"
Mabel said nothing. She turned her face away
disdainfully.
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Mrs. Byer set the steaming pan in the sink and
turned toward the girl.
"Do you wish to leave here?"
Mabel patted the hair on her temples coquettishly
and put one hand on her broad hip.
"No, I don't think so."
The woman drew back her head a little in sur
prise and took a breath.
"Come, girl. What's gotten into you."
"Oh, maybe I know something."
"Know something? What do you mean know
something? I think you had better leave after you
finish here tonight. I'm sure I don't understand you
and I cannot permit this disrespect. You may leave
tonight. Mr. Byer will pay you your week's wages."
She turned pompously and started from the hot
kitchen.
"He won't when I show him this," said Mabel,
taking from her pocket a white slip of paper.
Mrs. Byer pushed at the swinging door and looked
back.
"What ever it is, it will do no good. You are
through here." She started out again.
"I'll tell him about the satin dress," half shouted
Mabel, afraid that the woman would leave before
she could finish, "and I'll show him the grocery bill,
too."
Mrs. Byer stepped backward quickly and the
door closed on its spring hinges. She looked nar
rowly at her maid.
"What are you talking about?"
"I show him what you did, getting that dress with
the grocery money and not telling him."
Mrs. Byer drew a deep breath and pursed her lips
in anger.
"Henry! Henry, come here!"
Mabel's eyes widened with surprise at this un
expected turn to her plot.
"You little wretch! What did you think you were
doing, catching me at something?"
Mr. Byer pushed through the swinging door with
his paper in his hand.
"Yes, dear? I guess . . . well, what's the mat
ter?" he asked, seeing the two women eyeing one
another, his wife white with rage and the girl back
ing against the table, frightened now.
"Henry, this little tramp must be arrested. She
thinks she caught me hiding something from you
and tried to use it to keep her job. You watch her
while I phone the police. I won't have . . .", and
she went into the other room. Mr. Byer looked at
Mabel, who began to cry, and called after his wife,
"Helen! Helen, wait. Come here."
Mrs. Byer walked briskly back to the kitchen.
"What did she say to you?" Mr. Byer asked his
wife.
"Why, she said she would tell you about the
grocery bill and the satin dress I bought. Thinks I
(Continued on page 21)
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Philander's Letter
The letters of Philander Chase have al
ways been of interest to Kenyon scholars
and alumni as much for their charm as for
their historical significance. The following
letter of Philander to his son is one of his
best. This delightful manuscript is pub
lished for the first time.
MY DEAR SON PHILANDER:
Your dear Mother, dear Brother Dud in her arms,
dear Aunt Almira, and dear Uncle Cyrus are now
with me, your loving Father. The room is in the
village of Worthington—the said village is in the
county of Franklin on a branch of the Scioto River,
nine miles north of Columbus, the seat of government
for the state of Ohio.
But how came we all here? Did we meet in the
air, and drop from the clouds? Be patient, my son,
and I will tell all.

Let me see, when and where did I write to you
last? Was it before or since I visited Cincinnati and
the regions round about that? I believe it was just
before I set off for my family: about that time I will
commence or rather resume my story.
Some day about the 5th of June I agreed with the
wardens and vestry of St. John's Church in Worth
ington, Trinity Church, Co
lumbus, St. Peter's Church,
Delaware, to be their rector;
and with the trustees of
Worthington Academy to be
their principal.
The day following I pur
chased a farm Va m^e south
*/
of the village on the road
to Columbus. Sixty acres
cleared with a fine apple and
peach orchard: four acres,
beautifully situated for a
town residence.
This done, I started for
Cleveland where I had di
i&jp'
rected Mrs. Chase, your dear
Mother, in a letter dated the
12th of May to meet me in
the course of a month or six
weeks.
In very bad weather and
through still worse roads. I
proceeded to the reserve
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lands, or as they are known in New England, New
Connecticut. Holding divine service in most places
as I went along, especially on the headwaters of the
Rocky River and thence to its mouth, I crossed the
mouth of the Cuyahoga River on Monday, the 16th of
June. While in the boat I enquired with a faltering
voice and palpitating heart if there had been of late
any arrivals from Buffalo. "Any passengers?"
"Yes," said the boatman. "Any ladies among them ?"
"Yes." "Were there two, who with a young gentle
man seemed to have the care of a young child?"
"Yes . . ." To me who had been a wanderer for so
long, what a flame of gratitude and hope did this
transient news light up in my bosom ! On my arrival
in the village my hope was absorbed in reality and
my gratitude to a kind Providence complete. What
joy to press once more to my bosom your honored
Mother and lovely infant Brother! What rendered
the goodness of God almost miraculously conspicuous
was the short and safe voyage of my family across
the lake and their thus avoiding 250 miles of the
worst road to this western world. They set sail from
Buffalo at 4 o'clock P. M. on Saturday the 14th and on
Monday following, at 10 o'clock A. M., they landed in
the streets of Cleveland. Thus by the infinite mercy
of our good God were we enabled to fulfil an appoint
ment made when we were more than 400 miles asun
der and when in the inter
mediate time I had travelled
about 350: so that we met at
the assigned place within
'<tr*
hours of one another. With
fSki
me you will make this item
of God's manifold mercies
the subject of unceasing
praise.
While at Cleveland I per
formed service and preached.
The parish had been lately
gathered by the Rev. Mr.
Searle. It needs much foster
ing care to make it flourish.
Now we had so happily
met how were we to get to
Worthington and to Colum
bus, the place of our destina
tion and future abode! In
the first place, my horse was
wmWi
a borrowed one, lent me by
a good friend in Windsor, the
first parish I had instituted
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on my arrival in the dismal month of March in New
Connecticut. The place is about 60 miles to the east
of Cleveland, quite out of my way in returning to the
south and west. But the horse must be returned
and that in my own person—and I must also water
the plant of my own planting. To return to Cleve
land also would be out of my way. Then there re
mained but to leave my family at Cleveland with
orders to embrace the first opportunity in an Inland
navigation wagon to Canton through which we must
go to find any even passable roads with a family.
On Tuesday therefore I left them and bent my way
towards Worthington. Preaching at Euclid, about
7 miles on my journey, I tarried at Mr. Pelton's
a little off the road. He had attended church as by
previous notice given and promised if I stayed at his
house to conduct me into the road in the morning.
In the morning accordingly I was conducted through
the wood to the main lake road, and scarcely had Mr.
Pelton left me and I had resumed my usual reveries
when I was suddenly accosted by a man in a red
flannel shirt, rushing out from amidst the black logs
which he had been industriously rolling together.
"How are you, Mr. Chase? How glad I am to see
you !"
"Pray, by whom have I the honor of being thusly
addressed?"
"By Mr. Clark, your friend, and the brother-in-law
of Nathan Smith, of New Haven, where I have often
met you."
"Pray, how came you here?"
"Hard times have driven me to this happy land
where I have good land and plenty of work."
A thousand inquiries followed. I passed on to the
mouth of the Chagrin River, thence to Chardon and
thence to Bondstown, where I stayed all night with a
Mr. Neal, an old Connecticut Presbyterian, whom I
have converted to the Church. In the morning off
by times. The clouds thickened and the rain began
to fall ere I'd passed a mile on my way. Often did my
horse plunge into the mire to the mid-rib, and the
rain poured on my head in sheets. Why did I not
shelter myself under the roof of some neat cottage?
For a good reason: there was not one for 11 or 12
miles, all a deep wood filled with wild animals. One
bear climbed up a tree not six feet from my horse's
head: a little farther a beautiful young deer was
shaking his head and running up and down the
stream to keep himself from the chilling effects of
the pelting storm. I, however, arrived safe in Wind
sor, delivered my horse in good and acceptable con
dition to the owner. Preached on Saturday, and on
Sunday administered the Holy Sacraments to 23 per
sons—found all well and in a flourishing condition.
And on Monday hired horses and a man to carry my
trunk before him on another horse towards Canton.
Same day preached in Parkman about 15 miles south
and by west. Tuesday went on to Ravenna, preached
to a large audience and on Wednesday morning set
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off again to Canton. By and by, Mr. Blodget, whom
you know in Randolph Verl, told me Mrs. Chase and
family had arrived safe in Canton whence he had
come on Tuesday morning. Blessed be God! I once
more embraced my treasure in that place at even. A
wagon, good, new, with two fresh horses were at our
service on Thursday. We proceeded through Kendal
about 18 miles that night, stayed at miserable cot
tage and slept on the floor. Friday, we moved slowly
on. Slowly indeed, for such was the badness of the
roads that we were obliged to hire another horse.
Got on no farther than Wooster, 12 miles. Next day
rode faster and had better roads.
A Mr. Skinner from Hartford, who had married
Hezakiah Ball's daughter, as he was going to his
plantation about 22 miles on my way, promised to see
and help us over the lake fork of the Mehiggin River,
which had overflown its banks, and we must pass it
without a bridge. Would you could have seen us,
your Mother, little Dud, and all during this interest
ing and perilous scene! Our horses were first forced
to swim through the deep and rapid current by the
young and active men and boys residing on the banks
of that romantic water. A small canoe about 18 feet
long and 20 inches wide was then the ark of safety
under a merciful Providence for all our treasure.
First, myself with little Dud in my arms and Brother
Cyrus citting close to the bottom were rafted safely
across; next your dear Mother, with the courage of a
heroine, and Aunt Almira embarked. O how did my
heart tremble till this precious load was out of dan
ger ! The wagon was taken apart. Large as the box
and all was, those skilful boys, sons of the forest, so
poised it (and a pound weight would have overset the
whole) that nothing was even wet with the rapid
ride below. The heavy wheels resting across the frail
skiff had almost sunk her! Praised be God, we all
were soon free from danger! Our wagon was again
in order and we, by the help of Mr. Skinner, our kind
guide, were set down about one hour after dark at a
convenient woods tavern. The place is destined to be
called Lowdenville, though at present there are but
three houses to be seen. Good appetites sweetened
the homely fare, and tired bodies made the beds soft.
We enjoyed with gratitude blessings before us.
The country is beautiful and will one day become
the abode of wealth and happiness. The next morn
ing, Sunday, the clouds thickened and it began to rain
in sheets. We had passed the deepest fork of the
river but had to pass two more: one twice. They in
their present state might be forded but a few inches
more of water would render this impossible. On
consultation, a case of necessity was immediately
discovered which demanded our pressing on with all
speed. This we did, and stayed that night in Fred
erick, a place 37 miles from Worthington. Monday,
in passing through the military land, uninhabited for
16 miles, we came across some men and boys at work
(Continued on page 22)
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he draws charts which indicate meteoric progress,
and nails them to the wall tauntingly, so that he can
point out this and that. The walls are papered with
these things of which he is so fond.
"Look at that go up," he will say, pointing to a
line, and "Watch out for this," indicating another.
By examining all these devices of his we are enabled

to get a halo effect of this superior magazine which
is, of course, good. No other business manager
around here does this, further emphasizing Bingham.
Certainly no one will be less happy at his gradua
tion than John, who has a darn good time here. His
capacity for getting along is fine, makes his company
a pleasure, and is somewhat inspiring.

A Lesson In Rage

Y

OU and I are tired of being warned against
losing our tempers because we always do any
way. We lazily admit an impossibility of
control and so we scarcely bother to think about it,
leaving the social restraint of the moment to serve us
at its poor best. There is a singular character to
rage that should, but somehow does not, make it an
easily overcome defection of the mind; the less com
petently it is demonstrated, the happier are the re
sults. It seems that the normal lassitude and recalci
trance of us in predicaments of this nature should
defeat rage; vice defeat vice, as hydrophobia inocu
lation. This is not true, as we know, and because it is
not, there comes to mind the probability that the
progress of our emotional advancement in the direc
tion civilization has elected to run is very slow indeed.
Fundamentally rage is a primitive function that no
longer has a place in the civilized emotional make-up ;
its tendencies are all destructive, while civilization
demands construction. (Admittedly, it must be a
very dull stability of mind toward which our civilized
logic impels us.) But the emotions are slow because
the evolution of our physical parts is slow. Rage was
the primitive reaction to a situation that demanded
greatly increased bodily activity for defense or of
fense, and caused the introduction of adrenalin into
the system from the reactive adrenal glands. Today,
when excessively violent reactions are unnecessary,
we retain the physiological equipment for rage, and
it bothers us by undesirable, yet natural, bursts of
activity that drive us to follies and inevitable embar
rassment, which we seldom excuse despite our inabil
ity to prevent them.
While we can never conceal the physiological evi14

dences of rage, we have fostered the development of
a sort of control that withholds us from submission
to the too violent impulses, We have experienced
cold rage, in which the acuity of our faculties seems
increased; intermediate rage, in which we are ca
pable of almost any act, yet feel the restraint of
moral culture; hot rage, in which we are so over
whelmed with excessive reaction that our associations are impaired as in a dream our moral restraints fall from us as loosened bonds, our speech
is hampered and our actions discordant. But certain
remorse follows abandonment and we determine to
master ourselves in the future, which we usually
fail to do—because we give too little thought to
correction.
There is a serial progress to the acquisition of
emotional control, as in any other gradual selfdiscipline. It must begin with the trivial and work
through the usual to the extraordinary. The "trivial"
in the control of temper amounts to rising above the
petty annoyances of our environments, the little ad
versities Chance may set against us, the regrets for
our own small mistakes. The "usual" may mean
refusal to retaliate against a vicious, thoughtless act,
to rebuke with contempt rather than an equally guilty
vengeance. The "extraordinary," of course, is that
eventual control in situations of such an unbearable
nature that to disregard or ignore them is impossible.
Too often we permit ourselves absolute freedom in
the "trivial" and expect control in the "extraordi
nary." We disregard in the training of emotional
restraint the gradual discipline of physical and intel
lectual education.
H I K A for

iterary Soundings
By Stuart W. Rose
AFTER ALL, by Clarence Day, Alfred A. Knopf.
At the mention of any of the works of the late
Clarence Day (1874-1935) one usually thinks of the
man and his personal life and suffering. If this is not
the case, one should be informed to the extent that
for more than thirty-five years Mr. Day was an in
valid undergoing the rigors of arthritis. Yet dur
ing all those years he maintained a most mentally
active and richly creative life. His wide circle of
distinguished friends was a source of constant
pleasure to him. After All, his last work, was partly
revised and edited by him, the remainder of the
work being done by his widow.
This collection of fifty-eight
essays and poems
represents the essence of his work of a life time.
The outstanding and most impressive features
of Day's work are the clarity and conciseness with
which he states his point. We feel that a common
fault of the writers of today is their laxity of form,
which they apparently suppose would necessitate a
sacrifice in expression. However, this does not in
sinuate that Day's works are necessarily dry and
formal. On the contrary, they have merely been
culled of all evidences of too personal animosities,
over-weighted sarcasm, and long-winded philosophi
zing. This still leaves them replete with pungent
and amusing material.
No one hated the exacting technique of revision
more than did Day himself. His wife, ever an aid
with his work, tells us of an instance in which she
was prodding him about some revision. His reply
was, "Don't you suppose I hate it too? Don't leave
me so God-damned lonely with it." At that they
both settled down to work, feeling much better. It
was this quality of industry, second only to his in
sight, which ranks Clarence Day as one of the fore
most essayists of our times.
One of the essays, Fashions in Love, affords a
humorous, sarcastic discussion of the
ethereal manner of love making fifty
years ago, unfavorably contrasted with
methods of today.
"One of the most famous English
love lyrics is Lord Tennyson's thin little
series of sighs, inserted as a song in his
poem about 'The Miller's Daughter.' He
says he wishes he were the girdle 'about
her dainty, dainty waist.' If he were,
he could hear her heart beat, he exApril, 1937

plains. It makes him quite excited to think of
being able to hear a lady's heart beat, and ap
parently the only way he sees how to do it is to get
himself turned into a girdle."
Perhaps the essay that won us was his gem en
titled, The Enjoyment of Gloom. It offers, not an
excuse, but an explanation for the philosophy of
Thomas Hardy which explanation we feel is acute.
He starts by telling of a certain very sad poem about
the death of a dog, which he used to read to his
younger brothers. The repeated results were tears
from the younger brothers which never failed to
please Day. In drawing his parallel to Hardy, he
says,
"I like to think that the good old soul had a lot of
fun all his life, describing all the gloomiest episodes
a person could think of. If a good, gloomy episode
came into his mind while he was shaving, it brigh
tened the whole day, and he bustled off to set it
down, whistling."
"It's fair enough to say that Hardy's stories, and
still more his poems, paint chiefly the gloomy and
hopeless situation in life, just as Mark Twain and
Aristophanes painted the comic ones. But Mark
Twain was very far from thinking the world was a
joke, and I doubt whether Hardy regarded it at
heart as so black."
An essay on A Hopeful Old Bigamist serves to
show the extent to which Day's fertile mind grasped
the possibilities of an essay. In referring to his
mental conflict between his desire to persevere by
will and his desire to succumb to the independence
of money, he says,
"I don't like to face this problem squarely. I
don't get it settled. I keep on, like a hopeful old
bigamist, in love with both mistresses: my money
and my spirit or mettle.
I try to soothe each. I say to my mettle, T care
much more for you than for money: it's true that I
keep money too, but it's you that I love. You and I
are one, aren't we? Very well then, Come on. Let's
be happy.'
And I say to my money, 'Now be
faithful: for God's sake be faithful;
don't slip off and desert me and leave
me alone in the world.' She looks jeal
ously at me. 'Alone?' she says; 'how
about that mettle of yours, you're so
fond of?' 'Ah, my dear,' I say sadly,
giving her an affectionate squeeze, 'my
mettle is no better than she should be.
I don't like to talk of it. You are the
one that I expect to comfort me in my
(Continued on page 18)
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Alexander M. Duff, Jr., M. D., '24. After leaving
Kenyon in 1924, he attended the Medical Dept. of
Johns Hopkins University till 1928, following which
he served as an interne at Western Pennsylvania
Hospital in Pittsburgh. From 1929 to 1935 he was
in general practice of medicine as associate of his
father at Republic County, Pennsylvania. At present
he is serving as medical supervisor, Sub-District No.
2, Civilian Conservation Corps, Williamsport, Pa.
(Holds a lieutenant's J. G. commission in the U. S.
navy.)
In 1926 he was married to Miss Ida Mae Frank,
and now has three young children (two boys and a
girl). When asked for interesting anecdotes he says,
"Recovered from the somnifacient effects of Kenyon
Chapel exercises by 1929, when I was confirmed at
Trinity Cathedral." Also: "In 1934, evolved an idea
of how I might follow in the footsteps of John Rathbone Oliver by going into holy orders, then opening a
clinic under the guardianship of a large city parish,
where cases in all the medical fields could be given
medical and spiritual help. Admitted as a postulant
for holy orders in 1935. Still waiting for a sympa
thetic philanthropist to come forward. My brain
child has received the approval of several men in
both the medical profession and in the cloth. My
Kenyon contemporaries are warned not to have heart
failure if they encounter me in clinics at some future
time!"
He expresses the sentiments of all good Kenyon
men when he says : "It will take wild hores to hold me
from attending the commencement of 1937 when Dr.
Peirce steps out of the pilot's seat and turns the helm
over to his successor. Every Kenyon graduate finan
cially able should be there to pay tribute to him."
Ernest W. Hookway on April 1st was transferred
by the B. F. Goodrich Co. to Atlanta, Ga., to become
assistant operating manager of the Atlanta district,
composed of Georgia, Florida, Alabama, and part of
Tennessee. With him are his wife and three chil
dren. "Ernie" likes to be where there are dogs and
horses.
Donald M. Judd is married, has a son and twin
daughters. He now lives at 2100 Washington Ave.,
St. Louis, Mo., where he is vice-president and general
manager of the Mississippi Valley Paper Co. For a
hobby he prefers moving. He has lived in Cleveland,
Los Angeles, Denver, Albuquerque, in the last ten
years.

LITERARY SOUNDINGS
(Continued from page 15)

dark moments; and I hope you and I will be here
together long after my mettle has gone.' "
As a final recommendation of After All, or for
that matter, any of Clarence Day's works, we can
only offer the poem,
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To MY WIFE
Dearest, I am getting seedy,
Fat and fussy, kind of greedy.
If your love is on the wane
I can't reasonably complain.
Yet, since legally you're mine,
Try to be my Valentine.
Year by year, to my delight,
You have broiled my chop at night,
Made the toast, and filled my cup.
Oh my darling, keep it up.
Warm my slippers ere we dine.
Damn it, be my valentine.

The Old Boy
Two young bluebloods of the very highest New
York circles determined one Fall day to go hunting.
They went down to Abercrombie and Fitch's and
purchased the most costly, particular, highly-polished
equipment that the institution could provide. They
procured two fine, engraved, ivory-beaded, doublebarreled shotguns and went into the backwoods of
New York, the deepest wilderness obtainable, where
they walked into a lonely crossroads general store
and asked the wrinkled proprietor where they might
find a competent guide.
"Why, aaahhh, Henry Arks down the road is fine.
Best shot around these parts and kin smell out a
partridge oncanny. Call 'im fer ye?"
"Much obliged if you would, my friend."
Whereupon Henry was summoned quickly and the
trio went out into the scrub and grass. Now these
two gentlemen too plainly knew nothing of hunt
ing, since they pointed their guns promiscuously at
Henry, each other, and at the sky. In fact, their very
action antagonized Henry, who was an expert hunts
man, and carried an automatic shotgun. Henry ex
plained that the gentleman on his left should take the
birds that flew to his side, the gentleman on the right
should take the birds that flew that way. Henry
would take the hardest shots that flew straight ahead.
Soon they flushed a covey. The gentleman on the
left carefully fired and dropped his two birds. The
gentleman on the right did likewise. Henry, in the
middle, raised his automatic and fired six shells at
the lone partridge straight ahead, which flew on
unperturbed, unharmed.
Henry glanced at his two patrons and then shook
his fist at the fast withdrawing bird.
"All right, damn you; fly away with your heart
shot clean out'n ye!"
II i K A for
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Smoke 20 fragrant pipefuls of Prince Albert.
If you don't find it the mellowest, tastiest pipe
tobacco you ever smoked, return the pocket
tin with the rest of the tobacco in it to us
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Company, Winston-Salem, North Carolina.
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CHANGELING
By Geoffrey A. Cook
September 25, 1936.
Dear Jack:
I'm so happy and proud to hear that you've been
pledged to that swell fraternity down at State. It
makes me feel a little better. I did hate to think that
I wouldn't see you until the holidays, but now this
is all too wonderful. Oh, Jack, imagine! You're
a fraternity man now. I'm afraid to hope that
maybe you'll ask me to wear your pin. You know,
all the boys here at home seem so young now. Please
write soon and tell me all that you do.
Loads of love,
MARY.

October 1, 1936.
Dear Jackie:
I just received your letter, and I'm so thrilled to
be asked down for the Homecoming Dance. Thanks
again and again! And mother says she knows
you'll take good care of me. Jack, how can I thank
you! How I hoped to see you before vacation and
now all my wishes are being fulfilled. I can hardly
wait until the day. Imagine poor little me going
to a dance with a COLLEGE man. Jackie, I am so
happy. 'Bye till then.
Love,
YOUR MARY.

When I consider how I love thee, dear,
And how you've turned despair to hope,
The rut is pinching small. I cope
With Future's dread and groundless fear
And hring entellechy of dreams
That lingered erstwhile impotent.
My soul so vastly malcontent
A our ageless, utter trust redeems.
Our future shared, twice Lydian,
Is set among the jewels of life
Engendered with each passing year:
The ruby, warmth; the diamond,
Love's singleness in emerald strife,
But too—for every pearl, a tear.

M

—ROBERT W. PASKINS.

October 14, 1936.
Jackie, Dear:
Just think, in two days I'll see you, my big college
man. Wait until you see my new dress. Mother
says it's too old for me, but when I'm with a man
like you I have to be a credit to his finer tastes, don't
you think? But I do hope you'll like it. Oh, Jacky,
I'm just too, too happy. And you should see how
the other girls here at home are acting. Do you
20
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remember that terrible Sue Gaston? Well, when I
told her where I was going, I thought she was go
ing to have a fit.
Jack, I'll see you in two days. Please don't look
at any of those awful co-eds. I don't want to hurt
their feelings. I'm too happy. Until I see you.
YOUR MARY.
P.S. Do you think we are too young to be en
gaged? M.L.B.
H I K A for

October 15, 1936.
My Big Man on the Campus:
Just a note to let you know that I'm still thinking
of you. Mother says hello and to be sure to meet
my train so that no one will try to pick me up. I
know those wild college boys. But you're so differ
ent, dear. I trust you. I will see you tomorrow,
Jackie. 'Bye now.
All love,
MARY.
October 18, 1936.
Jack, dear:
I still go into raptures when I think about our
week-end. It was the most wonderful event in my
whole life. And you are so masterful. Oh, Jack,
how can I ever, ever thank you for all you did
for me.
Everyone was so nice to me, although that Mr.
Lambrau was sort of a pest. He does have nice
eyes, though. I don't want to make you feel bad,
but I was rather disappointed when you told me
you couldn't give me your pledge pin. I think it's
awfully mean of your brothers to abuse you like
that. I have to call Sue now and tell her all about
it. Please be a good boy, and write to me soon. I
think about you all the time.
Lots and lots of love,
MARY.
October 23, 1936.
Dear Jack:
Just think! You've been away at school almost
a month. I'll bet you're practically running the
campus by now. It must be wonderful to have such
personality. I hope you don't forget poor little me
at home. Those co-eds are such cats. Did I tell you
I got a postcard from that Paul Lambrau the other
day. He says awfully cute things. I'm glad he
is in the same fraternity as you are. Mother is
calling me now. Please write soon.
Love,
MARY.
A* ^
--C

I
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November 2, 1936.
Dear Jack:
Have you heard about Paul Lambrau? He's com
ing up here next week-end. Pete Bailey knows
him and Paul is going to stay at his house. Jack,
why didn't you tell me that Paul is an active mem
ber of the fraternity and has a real pin? I didn't
think you would hide anything from me. If I can't
trust you, what will happen to us? And while I
think of you all the time, I still want to have a little
fun out of life. After all, you're away at school and
are probably running around with that little Alpha
Phi, so don't be angry if I go out with someone else.
Love,
Mary.
November 12, 1936.
Dear Jack:
I suppose Paul has told you all about our week
end together. We had such fun, and he is SO ma
ture and sophisticated. It must be wonderful to get
around like he does. Has he ever shown you those
cute tricks he does with his hands? Mother says
he is one of the nicest boys she's ever met.
Jack, you don't understand! I wasn't giving you
the air in my last letter. If you must be childish,
take it out on someone else.
As ever,
MARY.
November 18, 1936.
Dear Jack:
I feel terrible about not having written sooner,
but I've been awfully busy lately. Jack, I'm sorry,
but I have a date for the Thanksgiving Dance down
at State. Paulie asked me to go with him when he
was up here the other night. It seemed foolish to
me for driving all that distance, but he didn't mind.
Jack, guess what! Paul asked me to wear his pin!
I'm so thrilled to think that I'm wearing a fraternity
pin. I'm in a dither. And even father said he was
a nice boy. Aren't you happy for me?
I have to go now. Paul said he would call up to
night. Study hard, Jack; I'll probably see you at
the dance.
As ever,
MARY BRUEHL.

CUNNING MAID

(Continued from page 10)
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didn't tell you, probably. Henry, she tried to black
mail me!"
"Oh," said Mr. Byer. Then he turned to Mabel,
who wept into her apron and turned away from
him.
"Take your things and leave right away. Do you
hear me?"
Mabel was crying so loudly he doubted if she did.
"Go on, get your things . . . right now," Mr.
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Byer said, and held the door open for her to go out.
Mabel held her hands to her face and fled, through
the dining room and up to her room.
"I think you should call the police, Henry. I really
do. She tried to blackmail me!"
"Now, now, Helen. The girl isn't really a crimi
nal. You scared her pretty badly. I don't think she's
ever taken anything, has she?"
"I don't know, but I'm certainly going to find
out," said his wife, and she went to the linen cabinet
and began to count her tableclothes and napkins.
Mr. Byer walked up and down the carpet, folding
and unfolding the paper.
"No, they're all here. But I'm going to look up
stairs too. You just can't tell."
They heard footsteps running down the stairs,
and the front door slammed before they could turn.
Neither husband nor wife moved, but they looked
at one another.
"I wonder if she could have—"
"No, Helen, the poor girl was scared to death. She
wouldn't touch a thing in the house after that. I
would have paid her, but I don't blame her for run
ning out."
"Well, I'm glad you didn't. She's probably been
making off with our canned goods and doing all
kinds of things with the house when we are gone.
Henry, I feel absolutely relieved now that that girl
has gone!" She sat down and exhaled with a sigh.
"I can't understand why people will do things like
that. I just can't understand it. But I didn't trust
that girl from the first day I saw her. She looked
dishonest."
"Now, Helen, no she didn't. Mabel was a—"
"Yes, she did too. I can tell people like that at a
glance. Yes, she did too."
"Well," said Mr. Byer settling into his easy chair
and unfolding his paper.
The next day Mrs. Byer told Mrs. Seigel in horri
fied accents the story of Mabel's attempt to black
mail her.
"Did you ever hear of such a thing!" she said in
conclusion.
Mrs. Seigel spoke to Anna that afternoon, while
she was dressing for her bridge club.
"Anna, did you know about Mrs. Byer's girl?"
"Yessum, I heard all about it in the kitchen when
it happened."
"Anna!"
"Well, the window is right next to theirs, Mrs.
Seigel, and I couldn't help—"
"What really happened?"
Anna repeated the tale with her own embellish
ments. "Well, I declare!" exclaimed Mrs. Seigel.
"Anna, I didn't like that girl when I first saw her,
did you?"
"No m'am!" said Anna emphatically.
—RAGS, L.
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PHILANDER'S LETTER
(Continued from, page 12)

on the roads, which were very bad. A little fellow
about 16 years of age had cut his foot very badly; we
took him about 4 miles to the first house, where we
tarried all night. The next day, Tuesday, we all were
landed safe at the place of the date.
How good is God! Your Mother is much pleased
with the country and with all my plans. My farm
delights her. She has seen it and with me formed
many prospects in which you, my dear son, are deeply
interested. Little Dud has stood it beyond all ex
pectation. He is hearty and no doubt as happy as if
he had remained in the land of Puritanism. Your
Uncle Cyrus has much recovered his health. Almira
is in the best of spirits: and so the kind God of our
Father smiles upon us! 0 may we praise him con
tinually!
If you ask what is my living, receive for answer
that it is the same as in Hartford with much less
expense to whittle it away. Here we are in the midst
of the state with a wide field before us of doing good.
With patience you'll soon be with us: for which
happy event let us all strive to render ourselves wor
thy. In the meantime improve all your time in stor
ing your mind with learning and your heart with
virtuous principles.
0 let me embrace you, pure and uncontaminated
with the world's base and vicious practices. Think
of the joy with which your loving father will fold his
virtuous son to his bosom!
Don't forget to mention me most affectionately to
Mr. and Mrs. B
•y. Tell Colonel Putnam in your
next letter, that I have written to him a long letter
which I hope he has received. It was dated from
Cleveland, my history from that period may be inter
esting to him.
1 want intrepid Morse to come to this country and
study for orders—or should he be in Deacon's o's to
come and settle in this neighborhood. Where shall I
find him? Whither address?
Write me often. Your affectionate Father,
P. CHASE.
Worthington, Ohio, July 14, 1817.
To Mr. Philander Chase, Jr.
c/o Harvard University,
Cambridge, Mass.
(25 cents postage)

A MAN'S ESTATE FOR ALFRED
(Continued from page 8)

can, little if you have to, but the hell with very much."
In fact, he quite reversed his ideals and assumed
certain ambitions that he would have scorned several
years before he came to college. At length, however,
he came to take a middle course, for he found that
everyone else was an extremist and he could never
be in accord with all at once.
Things happened in rapid succession which at
H I K A for

home would have caused comment and reflection for
weeks, but here were forgotten the next day. Con
cerning women he became an agnostic, yet professing
a considerable knowledge in spite of that, for recent
experiences revealed that while one might know little
of all women, he still might be very learned in regard
to individuals. Upon reflection he now laughed at
lecture 2C and also at his father, who plainly did not
know what it was all about.
Meanwhile, as invariably happens, fewer and
fewer letters arrived at home, and he received in ten
fold reply insistent letters at first asking about and
then demanding more detailed and longer para
graphs. He continued to write to his "gidgee," or
girl, and was shocked at first by the remarks of his
comrades concerning his attachment, but soon be
came accustomed to that and surpassed them in that
respect. He discovered that scarcely any ideal, ex
cept it be a man's mother or father, was safe from
friendly, but horrible jests. He even became used to
answering to profane names for himself and took
part in the ingenious corruption of names, which
pleased his companions and caused them to admire
him somewhat. He himself bore a nickname of pro
fane implication which, although he gloried in it
privately, would have caused horror and dismay at
home had his parents pictured him in accord with the
suggestion of it.
Since his classes were late on odd days he stayed
out late the nights before, rising at very late hours in
order that he might buy his breakfast at the res
taurant. On these mornings he went about unshaven,
for he gradually acquired a beard, lived with an open
collar and slouched unconcernedly. This impressed
other freshmen considerably and gave him a sophis
ticated and morning-after aspect, which he had been
at some care to cultivate. He owed three dollars to
the drugstore and bragged about his debt, saying,
"The dopes think they'll get anything from me!"
This was considered devil-may-care and therefore
admirable.
Yet often he examined himself closely and knew it
was all a pose. Thoughts, fine thoughts, which he
could not have had otherwise illuminated his progress
to him, and somehow he regretted none of his false
ness. He even believed that falseness was a part of
all men and that he must assume it if he had none
already.
By the first vacation the demolition of his mother's
son was in great part accomplished. He never wore
the dull shirts given to him by Aunt Mary, but
sported two shirts alternately that were of his own
choosing and therefore pink. He used his white
summer shoes in the first snowfall, excusing himself
by thinking of his other shoes which would now last
longer. The morning of the day he left for home he
would have worn Aunt Mary's dull shirt, but he
thought there would be other students on the train
and so he wore the pink. His hat was green, but he
April, 1937

did not notice that, and his coat and trousers did not
match. He represented in his clothing every exag
geration of collegiate dress, but he was unaware of
this until he had boarded the train and felt the eyes
of conventional passengers upon him. But he was
rather accustomed to this, saying to himself, "Get a
good look, you punks." And then there were other
students more striking than himself to distract criti
cism of eyes.
Nevertheless, while at college he had come to like
classical music and had spent several afternoons at
concerts. This further emboldened him as he re
membered it.
Three of his compansions derived great uproarious
merriment from remembering the number of bottles
of beer they had consumed within a certain time,
widened their eyes significantly when a certain young
woman in green walked by them in the aisle, which
she did several times upon perceiving her effect upon
these smooth fellows. A dismal, black-clothed, old
woman across from them put down her magazine and
drew back her head to bring these noise-makers into
focus, since she had misplaced her bifocals some
where. The stern, baldheaded gentleman behind them
also put down his paper and removed his spectacles to
see. One of Alfred's friends remarked loudly, "Look
at the old gent giving us the onceover," which
caused the poor man to slap on his specs immediately
and devote himself frowningly to reading. Most of
the passengers excused them, saying, "Young rap
scallions."
Alfred already felt disheartened about his colle
giate condition and thought he must stick out like a
sore thumb. He had no great desire to see his family,
he thought, and would have given all for a dark-blue,
ordinary suit. Moreover, he recalled how few his
recent letters had been. His stomach burned and he
came to hate his comrades for their exhibition, and
thought that every passenger must hate them too.
However, they talked as loudly, and often as foolishly
as ever, and diverted themselves at length by tearing
pages from his magazine and making aeroplanes,
which they sailed all about the car. They called him
a sourpuss for his indisposition, and he looked sul
lenly out the window. They all purchased candy bars
from the peddler who came through the car at a
junction. No one else did. This gravelled him
further.
When his train arrived Alfred thought he would
ditch his friends and hung around in the car fiddling
with his suitcases, tying his shoes, and looking for
something he had not lost in order that they should

C. H. DIETRICH
Watch and Jewelry Repairing
29 E. Gainbier Street
OHIO
MT. VERNON
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Established in 1911
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leave without him. The thought of being obliged to
introduce these clowns to his parents was distasteful
to him. But when he got down from the car there
they were, laughing and talking, quite by accident
very near his family, who grinned and called in uni
son when they saw him. His friends watched him
with their hands in their pockets and their hats
pushed back.
"Hurry up, sonny," one of them said audibly.
He put on a smile and kissed his mother. He kissed
his sister, who always wet his cheek. His father,
who was accustomed to kiss his son too, took his cigar
from his mouth and bent forward a little, but was
compelled to shake hands.
"Darling, won't you introduce us to your friends?"
asked his mother, smiling at his three companions
who were watching this.
"Hey, you guys. Come 'ere," shouted Alfred.
They came over and were introduced. They seemed
uneasy and kept looking at one another.
"We're parked in a twenty-minute zone, dear. We
have to hurry."
They all went out together. At the car his father
offered his friends a ride. They declined too grace
fully, saying they were going to stop in at a nearby
bar. His mother widened her eyes at this but said
nothing. They were all very glad to have met Alfred's
parents and sister, they said, smiling at him.
"Meet ya under some table, Al," one of them
shouted.
"Do those boys drink, Alfred?" his mother asked
from the front seat without turning around to look
at him.
"Oh, a little, I guess. They just talk that way,
though, Mom," he said apologetically. "Well, Sis,
how are you, kid?"
His sister had been watching him closely since he
first left the train.
"You don't look much older," she said, and he knew
she had expected him to. He felt that he had failed
somehow by not looking older. And while he thought
of that he forgot himself and lapsed into student
expletives.
"Well, hell, Sis, what did . . ." He caught himself
and felt the air grow tense and empty.
"Oh, Christ! I didn't mean to say th . . ." And he
caught himself again. His stomach dropped through
the floor and his mother was turned around, looking
at him in utter amazement. He opened his mouth,
but dropped his eyes.
"Alfred!" she exclaimed, as hoarsely as a soprano
permits.
He seized his hat from his head and threw it dis
gustedly on the floor. His mother turned around
with her lips pursed, as women do instead of setting
their jaws.
"Where do we turn, dear, at the next corner?"
asked his father without any expression whatsoever.
Alfred would willingly have died.
II I K A
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goes along O.K.," says Glenn Hardin,
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world's champion hurdler
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"I'M A GREAT BELIEVER in the way Camels help
to ease strain and tension," says Glenn, one of
America's great athletes. "It's no wonder Camels
are the favorite cigarette of athletes. Take my own
case. It wouldn't do me much good to eat and
not digest properly. So I smoke Camels with my
meals and after. Camels give me an invigorating
'lift.' And you'll notice, the same as I do,
that Camels don't get on your nerves." Camels
set you right! Choose Camels for steady smoking.

A feeling of well-being comes after a good
meal...and plenty of Camels

F

OR that luxurious feeling of ease so worth-while at meal
time—light up a Camel. Fatigue and irritability begin to
fade away. The flow of digestive fluids—alkaline digestive
fluids — speeds up. You get in the right mood to enjoy eat
ing. Camels at mealtime and afterwards help to keep diges
tion on its proper course. You'll welcome Camels between
meals too! They are milder — better for steady smoking.
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COSTLIER
TOBACCOS
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MRS. ANTHONY J. DREXEL
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Camels are made from finer,
MORE EXPENSIVE TOBACCOS
...Turkish and Domestic...
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than any other popular brand
TURKISH & DOMESTIC Ir
HLEND
It
Copyright, 1937, R. ,T. Reynolds Tobacco Company, Winston-Salem, North Carolina
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3rd, of the famous Philadelphia family, has won
international recognition
for her charm and grace
as a hostess. "Camels are
a bright spot in my entertaining," she says."I think
a meal is not complete
without them.And Camels
are so mild—so gentle on
my throat that I smoke
as many as I like. They
never get on my nerves."

